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growing, glowing emerald, of arable umber. The sandy,
rocky way leads between fields of rice, cholum and
gram; when the crops are garnered, a blaze of yellow
huchchellu (the 'foolish-oil-plant'), which will be dug in as
manure; it leads between hedges of milk-weed, tamarind
and mimosa bushes and cassia shrubs. Hardly a dwelling
is in sight; hardly a figure visible, beyond a tiny urchin,
armed with a slate pencil, in charge of a group of ferocious-
looking buffaloes and dejected cows. Over all hangs silence
like a harmony, only broken by birds* notes ringing across
the mere, as these 'waters of loneliness' come into sight

The temple, a simple, dignified little structure, inherits
no long past. It is just one hundred years since it was
built, 'by permission of her lord,' by Lingajammanni
(' TheMoonlight-to-the-lily Krishnavilasa, Lingajammanni,
the lawful wife of Mummadi Krishna Raja Wadiyar').
An inscription on the wall records the gift. * For the
pleasure of Chamundesvari, she built a temple with a
prakara (enclosing wall) and a mmana (tower), adorned
with a golden kalasa. She set up in her name the god,
Mahalinga-esvara (as her sister-queen was doing at the
same time at Varana). She also 'set up the goddess
Lingamba; built a new tank, named Lingambudhi, to the
south of the temple, and endowed it to provide for offer-
ings of rice, flowers and lamps and for a car festival '.*
A pujari goes daily from Mysore to perform worship*

The lake in the rains is widespreading, and from the
west mirrors the trees which fringe one side and fling
their many coloured shadows into it; the reeds, over
which dragon-flies hover, 'warning where the serpent lies';
the quiet temple, and behind it, half a dozen miles away,

1 Mysore Archaeological Report, 1920.